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down purring from his perch, and mounted guard by the
footstool, vice Maida absent upon furlough.1 Whatever
discourse might be passing, was broken every now and
then by some affectionate apostrophe to these four-footed
friends. He said they understood everything he said to
them — and I believe they did understand a great deal of
it. But at all events, dogs and cats, like children, have
some infallible tact for discovering at once who is and
who is not really fond of their company; and I venture
to say, Scott was never five minutes in any room before
the little pets of the family, whether dumb or lisping,
had found out his kindness for all their generation.
I never thought it lawful to keep a journal of what
passes in private society, so that no one need expect from
the sequel of this narrative any detailed record of Scott's
familiar talk. What fragments of it have happened to
adhere to a tolerably retentive memory, and may be put
into black and white without wounding any feelings
which my friend, were he alive, would have wished to
spare, I shall introduce as the occasion suggests or
serves. But I disclaim on the threshold anything more
than this; and I also wish to enter a protest once for
all against the general fidelity of several literary gentle-
men who have kindly forwarded to me private lucubra-
1 [Of BDbse, Washington Irving writes in his Abbotsford: —
" Among the other important and privileged memhers of the household
who figured in attendance at dinner, was a large gray cat, who, I observed,
was regaled from time to time with titbits from the table. This sage
grimalkin was a favorite of both master and mistress, and slept at night* in
their room, and Scott laughingly observed, that one of the least wise parts
of their establishment was that the window was left open at night for puss
to go in and out. The cat assumed a kind of ascendency among the quad-
rupeds — sitting in state in Scott's armchair, and occasionally stationing
himself on a chair beside the door, as if to review his subjects as they
passed, giving each dog a cuff beside the ears as he went by. This clap-
per-clawing was always taken in good part; it appeared to be, in fact, a
mere act of sovereignty on the part of grimalkin to remind the others of
their vassalage; which they acknowledged by the most perfect acquies-
cence. A general harmony prevailed between sovereign and subjects, and
they would all sleep together in the sunshine."]

